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, late flood out againft your brother, and hee hathtane 
you newly into hi* grace, where it is impoflibleyou 
fhould take root,but by the faire weather that you make 
your felfe.it is needful that you frame the leafon for your 
owne harueft. 

John. 1 had rather be a canker in a hedge, then a rofe 
in his grace,and it better fits my bloud to be difdain’d of 
all.then to fafhion a carriage to rob louc from any.in this 
(though I cannot be faid to be a flattering honeft man ) 
Tt muft not be denied but I am a plaine dealing villaine.I 
amtruftedwith amuftell, and enfranchifde with a clog, 
therefore I haue decreed, not to ling in my cage: ifl had 
my mouth,I would bite: ifl had my liberty,I would do 
my liking: in the meane time, let me be that I am , and 
feeke not to alter me. 

Cm. Can you make no vfe of your difeontent ? 

John. I will make all vfe of it,for I vfc it onely. 

Who comes here ? what ncwci Bor debit} 

Enter 'Borachio. 

Bor. I came yonder from a great flipper, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained byLeonato,wdl can 
giueyou intelligence of an intended marriage. 

Iobn. Will ic feruc for any Modell to build mifehiefe 
on ? What is hee for a foole that betrothes himfclfe to 
vnquietneffc ? 

Bor. Mary it is your brothers right hand. 

John. Who,themoftexquifitc Claudio} 

Bor. Eucnhe. 

John. A proper fquier, and vvho,and whe, which way 

lookes he ? 

Bor. Mary on Hero, the daughter and Heirc of Lto~ 
nato. 

Iobn. A very forward March-chicke, how came you 
to this# 

Bor. Being entertain’d for a perfumer,ss I was fmoa- 
comes me the Prince and Claudio, 
hand in hand in fad conference : I whipt behind the Ar¬ 
ras,and there heard it agreed vpon.tim thePrince fhould 
wooe Hero for himfclfe, and hauing obtain’d her, giuc 
her to Count Claudio. 

Iobn. Come,com5,let vs thither, this may prouc food 
to my difpleafure.that young ftart-vp hath all the gloric 
ofmy ouerthrow : ifl can erode him any way, Iblefle 
my fclfc eucry way, you arc both furc, and will aflift 
mee? 

Conr. To the death my Lord. 

Iobn. Lee vs to the great fupper, their cheere is the 
greater that I am fubdued,would the Cooke were ofmy 
minde:(ball we goe prouc whats to be done? 

Bor. Wee’ll wait vpon your Lordfhip. 

Exeunt. 


oABmSecundus. 


Enter Ltenato , bis brother, hie wife. Hero hit daughter, and 
Beatrice hie netce, and a kinfman. 

Ltenato. Was not Count John here at fupper ? 
Brother. I faw him not. 

Beatrice. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, Ineuer 
can fee him,but I am heart-burn’d an howre after. 

Hero . He is of a very melancholy difpofition. 


<S Mucb adoe ab out Soothing. 


. ?. eAtr,ct - Hee were an excellent man thatwere^T> 
juft tn the mid-way between# him and Beuedickt th e dt 
is too like an image and laics nothing, and the other f 
like my Ladies cldcft fonne, euermore tatling. 00 

Leon. Thenhalfefignior Benedicks tongue in Loti 
Iolms mouth, and halfc Count Johns mclancholv in c 
nior “Bcncdi cks face, 

Beat. With a good legge.and a good foot vnckJe anrf 
money enqugh in his purfe, fuch a man would winnea D 
woman in the world, if he could get her good will, ^ 

Leon, By my troth Neccc, thou wilt ncuer get thee 
husband,if thou be fo Ihrewd of thy tongue. 

Brother. Infaith fhee’s too curft. 

Beat. Too curft is more then curft,I fhall leflen God 

fending that way: for it is faid, God fends a curft Cow 
fhort homes,but to a Cow too curft he fends none. 

Leon. So, by being too curft, God will fend you Do 
homes. 

Beat. Iuft, if he fend me no husband, for the which 
ble(fing,I am at him vpon ray knees eucry morning and 

cuening : Lord, I could not endure a husband with a 

beard on his face J. had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leonato. You may light vpon a husband that hath no 
beard. 

Batriee. What fhould I doe with him ? drefle him in 
my appatell,and make him my waiting gcmlcwoman?he 
that hath a beard.is more then a youth : and he that hath 
no beard, is lefle then a man : and hee that is more thena 
youth, is not for mec:and he that is lefle then a man.I am 
not for him: therefore I will eucntakefixepcnceineat- 
neft of the Bcrrord,and leade his Apes into hell. 

J^eon. Well then,goe you into hell. 

Beat. No, but to the gate, and there will the Dcuill 
meete mec like an old Cuckold with homes on his head 
and fay,get you to heauen Beatrice , get you to heauen, 
heere’s no place for you maids, fodeliuet I vp my Apes, 
and away toS.Peter : for the heauens, heefhewesmee 
where the Batchcllers fit, and there liuc wee a merry as 
the day is long. 

Brother . Well neece, I truft you will be rul’d by your 
father. 

Beatrice. Yes faith, it is my cofcns dutie to make curt* 
fie,and fay, as it plcafeyou: but yet for all that cofin,let 
himbeahandfomc fellow,orclfemakeanother curlie, 
and fay, father,as it plealc me. 

Leonato. Well neece,I hope to fee you one day fitted 
with a husband. 

Beatrice. Not till God make men of fome other met- 
tall then earth, would it not grieuc a woman to bcouer. 
maftred with a pcece of valiant duft # to make account of 
her life to a clod of wai ward marie ? no vnckle, ilenone: 
Adams fonnes are my brethrcn,and truly I hold it a finne 
to match in my kinred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you, if the 
Prince doe folicit you in that kinde, you know youc an* 
fwere. 

Beatrice. Thefaultwillbeinthemuficke cofin,ifyou 
be not woed in good time: if the Prince bee too impor¬ 
tant, tell him there is meafure in eucry thing, ic fo dance 
out the anfwcre,for heare me Wirr#,wooing,wedding, tc 
repenting, is as a Scotch ijgge, a meafure, and a cinque- 
pace : the firft fuite is hot and hafty like a Scotch ijgg* 
(andfullasfantafticall) the wedding mancrly model!, 
fas a meafure) fullefftate tc aunchentry,and then comes 
repentance, and with his bad legs fall* into the cinque- 
pace fafter and faftcr, till he finkes into his graue. 

LcoHOte. 


^Much adoe about Ufothing. 


ioy ) 


^S^ThcrCucllets are entring brother, make good 

foornc. 

Prince Tedre, Claudio, andBenedicke,and Balthafar, 
m Li*nd>e Maskers with a drum. 

VT Ladv W ill you walke about with your friend? 
uo ’ So vou vvalke loftly,a«d looke fweetly,and lay 
otWng,l am yours for the walke, and cfpecially when 1 

^Pedro- Wi*b*e in your company. 

Hero. Imayfayfowhcnlplcafe. 

Pedro. And whenpleafeyou to lav fo? 

jj er$a When I like your fauour, for God defend the 

r relhould be like the cafe. 

in pfdro. My vifor is PkiUmotts roofe, within the houfe 

‘ s Why then your vifor (nould be thatcht. 
pedro Speakc low if you fpeakc Loue. 

Bene. ’Well, I would you did like me. . 

(JVUr. So would not i for your owne iake,tor I naue 

manieill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one ? 

Mat. I % my prayer* alowd. 

Ben. I loue you the bcuer,thc hearers may cry Amen. 
l\Ur. God match me with a good dauncer. 

Balt. Amen. 

Mar. And God keepe him out ofmy fight when the 
dauncc is done: anfwer Clarke. 

Balt. No more words the Clarke isanfwcred. 

VrftiU* I know' you well enough,you arc Signioryt/i;- 

tbonio. 

Jnth. At a word, I am not. 

VrfuU. I know you by the wagling of your head, 
Arith. To tell you true,I counccrfet him. 

Vrfu. You could ncuer doc him fo ill well, vnlefie 
you were the very man: here’s his dry hand vp & down, 
you are he, you are he. 

Anth. At a word 1 am not. 

VrfuU. Come, comc,doc you thinke I doe not know 
you by your excellent wit ? can vertuc hide it feife i goe 
to,nwnme,you are he, graces wiil appeare, and there’s 
an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you fo? 

Bene. No, you fhall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you arc e 
Bened m Not new. 

Beat. That I was difdainfull.and that I had my good 
wit out of the hundred merry tales: wcl^this was Signi- 
or Benedick* that faid fo. 

Bene . What’she? 

Beat. Iamfureyuuknow him well enough* 

Bene. Not I, belecuc me. 

Beat. Did he ncuer makeyou laugh? 

’Bene. I pray you what is he? 

Beat. Why he is the Princes ieafter,a very dull foole, 
onely hisgittis, indeuifingimpofsibleflanders, none 
but Libertines delight in him, and the commendation is 
not in his witte, but in his villanic, for hee both plcafcth 
nhen and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 
beathim: lam fure he is in the Fleet, Iwouldhchad 
boorded me. 

Bene. When I know the Gentleman,lie tell him whac 
you fay. 


Beat. Do, do, heel but breake a comparifon or two 
onme,whichperaducncure(nocmarkt, or not laugh’d 
at) ftrikes him into melancbolly, and then there's a Par¬ 
tridge wing faued, for the foole will cate no fupper that 
night. We muft follow the Leaders. 

Ben. In cuery good thing. 

Bea. Nay, if they leade to any ill, I will lcauethem 
at the next turning. Exeunt. 

Mujtckefor the dance. 

Iobn. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
wichdrawnc her father to breake with him about ic; the 
Ladies follow her,and but one vifor remaines. 

Boracbio. And that is £Uudio, I know him by his bea- 
ring. 

Ioh/t. Arc not you fignior Benedick*'? 

CUu. Yon know me well, 1 am hee. 

John. Signior,vou arc verie neerc my Brother in his 
loue, he is enamor'd on Hero, I pray »you dilfwade him 
from her, {he is no equall for his birth : you may do the 
part ofan honeft man in ic. 

Claudio. How know you he loues her ? 

John. I heard him fwcarc his affection, 

Eor . So did I too, and he fworc he would marrieher 
tonight. 

John. Come, let vs to the banquet. Sx.manet flat*. 

Clan. Thus anfwere I in name of Bencdickc, 

Bu c henre thcle ill newes with the earcs of Claudio: 

’Tis certaine fo, the Prince woes for himfclfe: 
Fricndfhip i* conftant in all other things, 

Sauc in the Office and affaires of loue: 

Therefore all heaits in louc vie their owne tongues. 

Let eueric eye negotiate for it feife. 

And truft no Agent: for bcautic is a witch, 

Againft whofc charmes, faith melccch i&co blood : 

This is an accident of hourcly proofe, 

Which I miftrufted not. Farewell therefore Hero. 

Enter Benedtcke . 

Ben. Count tUndio. 

CJau. Yca,the fame. 

Ben. Come, will you go with me? 

Clau. Whither? 

Ben. Eucn to the next Willow, about your own bu- 
fineffe, Count. Whacfafhion will you wearc the Gar# 
land off? About your necke,hke an Vfurers chainc ?Or 
vnder your arme, like a Lieutenants fcarfe ? You muft 
wcare it one way, for the Prince hath got your Hero. 

CUu: I wifh him ioy of her. 

Ben. Why’hat s fpoken like an honeft Drouicr, fo 
they lei Bullockes: but did you thinke the Prince wold 
haue ferued you thus ? 

Claul I pray youlcauemc. 

Ben . Ho now you ftrike like the blindman/ewas the 
boy that ftole your mcate, and you’l beat the poft. 

Clan. If it will not be, Ileleaueyou. J Exit. 

Ben ♦ Alas poore hurt fowle, now will he crecpe into 
ledges: Bu; that my Ladie Beatrice fhould know me, & 
not know me : the Princes foole! Hah? It may be I goe 
vnder that title, bccaufc I am merrie : yea but fo 1 am 
apt to do my feife wrong: I am not fo reputed, ic is the 
bafe (chough bitter) difpofition of Beatrice , that putt's 
the world into her perfon, and fo giucs me out; well,He 
bcrcuenged as I may. 

t 

Enter the Prince; 

Pedro. Now Signiof, where’s the Count, did you 
fee him? 

Bert 
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